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expensive to make the machinery a little smaller, and adapt
it to spare opium now, and expenses of maintenance and ed-
ucation afterwards (besides no end of diplomacy), by taking
our sport in shooting babies instead of rabbits ?J}

"Now, all this is not mere incoherent raying. The
irony is noifmore fierce and continuous than in Gulliver,
Gandide, or Sartor ; and it is neither gross nor crabbed.
It is the despairing wail of one who from infancy has
felt a passionate love of all things beautiful in Nature
and in Art and in the story of Man; who loathes the
cruelty of war and the wanton torture inflicted on
beautiful and tender creatures by so-called " Sport,"
the mimic of war; of one whose soul is wrung to
madness by the horrors, physical, moral, aesthetic, and
spiritual of modern Industrialism; lastly, of a man,
saturated, more than any priest, with the words of
Scripture and the ideal of the Gospel, and who burns
like any St. ITraneis, or Zwingli, or Latimer, to make
them again real guides to living men on earth. Given
the spirit of a Hot-gospeller like that, fired with the
irrepressible oestrus of the author of Modern Painters
and the Seven Lamps, and you have Fors Clavigera
with all its frenzy, its disorder of ideas, its noble
appeals, its exquisite tenderness and grace. One might
in fancy imagine some "blessed Glendoveer," some
denizen of another planet, Mars or Mercury, wherein
the " Laws of Nature " as we know them do not obtain,
and where society is cast in forms we call " Utopian/3
descending on our earth. Such a Martian or Mercurian,
perfectly ignorant of our material conditions, sublimely
disdainful of our mean and squalid life, profoundly
disgusted with our barbarous and cruel habits, might
deliver his soul in diatribes not wholly unlike thoseisposed for friendship with Herod instead
